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THE  TARGET 

VOL.  XIV.  MARCH,  1911  NO.  1 


WAS  IT  A DREAM? 

“Wake  Pepita,  the  cock  crows  in  the 
white  cottage  upon  the  hill  and  if  we 
are  to  get  the  start  of  fire-shod  Day 
in  our  work  we  had  best  be  on  our 
way.” 

As  he  spoke  the  sturdy  little  Span- 
■ ish  boy  sprang  up  from  the  ground 
and  loaded  the  waiting  mules  for  the 
journey.  The  girl  stirred  and  rubbed 
her  eyes,  complaining  meanwhile  of 
the  early  hour  and  the  fact  that  she 
was  still  very  sleepy.  Together  they 
: watched  the  eastern  sky  turn  from 
pearl  to  rose,  streaked  with  gold,  soon 
to  be  flooded  with  the  golden  beams 
of  the  rising  sun  as  he  rolled  in  splen- , 
dor  over  the  sn'ow  tipped  summits  of 
the  Sierra  Nevadas,  tinting  their  sil- 
very heights  with  a thousand  rainbow 
hues. 

“See.  now,  you  were,  so  lazy  you 
would  not  get  up  when  I first  called 
you  and  now  the  sun  is  up  and  the 
way  is  steep.  \Ve  will  not  get  to 
Basca  before  nightfall  and  if  we  do  not 
sell  all  the  vegetables  and  return  be- 
fore night  of  the  following  day,  the 
i stepmother  will  beat  us  again  as  she 
did  before  we  left.  Oh,  how  I hate 
her!”  ' 

The  boy’s  black  eyes  flashed  as  they 
rested  on  his  sister’s  arms,  even  then 
streaked  with  black  and  blue  where 
the  cruel  blows  had  but  lately  fallen. 

“If  we  could  only  save  enough 
money  to  run  away  we  could  go  to 
America  and  make  a fortune  for  our- 
selves,” said  Pepita,  “I  would  not 
1 jbe  afraid.  Would  you.  Manuel?” 

He  shook  his  head  decidedly  an  ! 
then  calling  to  his  mules  he  led  the 
way  up  the  narrow  mountain  paTh. 
They  traveled  all  day  in  the  scorching 
heat,  pausing  only  long  enough  to  lake 
some  food  and  a brief  siesta.  In  the 


late  afternoon  they  met  a wealthy 
American  gentleman  going  to  Basca, 
with  his  guide.  He  was  very  jolly  and 
talked  with  them  in  Spanish,  until 
they  became  so  well  acquainted  that 
the  children  told  him  of  their  cruel 
stepmother  and  their  longing  to  go  to 
America.  He  questioned  them  about 
their  plans  and  smiled  a little  to  him- 
self as  if  he  were  thinking  of  some- 
thing very  pleasant  but  he  said 
nothing. 

They  traveled  on  together  and  as 
darkness  fell  stopped  and  prepared  to 
camp  for  the  night.  The  brother  and 
sister  lay  down  together  on  the  hard 
ground  and  talked  softly  together 
about  America,  the  wonder  land,  but 
having  had  a hard  day,  they  were  soon 
in  dreamland. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

All  was  apparently  peaceful  when 
suddenly  Manuel  pointed  to  a light 
glimmering  not  far  off  and  said  to 
Pepita. 

“Look,  I am  sure  that  light  was  not 
there  before.  I wonder  what  it  is? 
Maybe -it  is -some  traveler  who  has 
lost  his  way.  Let  us  go  and  see.” 

They  got  up  quietly  for  fear  of  dis- 
turbing the  .traveler,  who  lay  quite 
near  them,  and  started  off.  As  they 
approached  they  discovered  that  it 
was  no  ordinary  light  for  it  came  from 
a gold  and  jewelled  lantern  which 
hung  suspended  from  an  overhanging 
rock.  Pepita  was  afraid  at  this  and 
hung  back,  but  Manuel  urged  her  on 
until  they  were  very  close.  What  they 
saw  made  their  eyes  open  wide  with 
wonder.  Under  the  light  was  a small, 
circular  staircase  descending  right 
into  the  heart  of  the  rock.  On  the 
sides  were  inscribed  queer  symbols 
and  characters  and  the  whole  thing 
had  an  air  of  mystery  which  was 
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heightened  when  they  heard  the  clink 
of  arnor  and  a light,  muffled  step  on 
the  stair. 

Pepita  was  so  frightened  she  could 
not  run  away,  and  stood  rooted  to 
the  spot,  while  even  the  brave  Manuel 
was  a little  white  and  shaky,  for  it 
brought  to  his  mind  all  the  stories  of 
the  enchanted  Moors,  who,  when  they 
had  been  driven  from  Spain  had 
buried  their  treasur  in  underground 
vaults  where,  it  was  told,  they  often 
returned  to  mourn  over  their  lost 
glory. 

The  rattle  of  armour  grew  more 
and  more  distinct  until,  round  a bend 
in  the  stairway  came  into  view’  a 
richly  dressed  Moor.  His  armor  wras 
all  of  gold  and  his  sword  and  helmet 
gleamed  with  precious  stones.  They 
gasped  yith  fright  and  did  not  know 
what  to  expect  next,  when  the 
Moor,  catching  sight  of  them,  beck- 
oned, and  they,  too  frightened  to  do 
other  than  obey,  follow'ed  him  dowm 
the  steps.  They  descended  deep  into 
the  earth,  but  finally  the  stairs  ended 
in  a long  corridor  w’hich  led  to  a 
beautiful  apartment,  the  like  of  w’hich 
Pepita  and  Manuel  had  never  seen  be- 
fore. It  was  furnished  magnificently 
in  Moorish  style  and  they  observed 
several  Moors  standing  about,  who,  as 
they  approached,  rushed  forward  to 
meet  them,  and  talked  eagerly  to  the 
Moore  who  accompanied  them,  in  an 
unknown  tongue.  Finally  these  men 
beckoned  to  Manuel  and  he  follow’ed 
them  dowm  the  long  room  to  a huge 
chest  that  sood  at  the  farther  end. 
They  made  it  knowm  to  him  that  they 
wanted  to  open  the  chest  but  had  no 
tools  and  that  he  should  help  them. 
Manuel,  who  had  lost  his  fear  now 
that  he  saw  they  were  not  going  to 
hurt  him,  began  to  think  that  there 
might  be  treasure  there  which  the 
Moors  would  divide  with  him  and  with 
w'hich  he  and  his  sister  might  get  to 
America. 

He  took  out  of  his  pocket  a small 
but  heavy  hammer,  which  he  carried 


for  mending  the  harness  for  the  mules. 
With  this  he  struck  the  carved  lock  of 
the  chest  several  times  and  it  finally 
gave  way.  The  Moors  rushed  eagerly 
forward  and  began  taking  box  after 
box  of  jew’els  and  money  out  of  the 
chest.  The  Moor  whom  Manuel  and 
his  sister  had  met  first,  gave  Manuel 
three  large  gold  pieces  and  indicated 
to  him  that  they  wished  him  to  help 
them  take  the  treasure  out  and  hide 
it  in  some  more  secret  place.  He 
seemed  in  great  haste  to  accomplish 
this  With  Manuel  to  assist  them 
they  fell  madly  to  work  and  had  all 
but  completed  the  task  of  removing 
the  treasure  to  an  adjoining  and  more 
obscure  chamber  when  there  was  an 
aawful  roar  as  of  thunder,  the  earth 
shook  violently  and  all  was  dense 
darkness.  Manuel  and  Pepita  fell  un- 
conscious from  their  fright. 

# :jc  ❖ ❖ 

Manuel  awoke  w’ith  a start  and  look- 
ed about  him.  He  wras  lying  on  the 
ground  with  the  blanket  over  him  just 
as  he  had  been  the  night  before  but 
he  suddenly  realized  that  it  was  no 
longer  night.  The  sun’s  early  rays 
wrere  again  tinting  the  morning  sky. 
He  arose  quickly  and  looked  about 
him.  To  his  surprise  everything  was 
as  it  always  had  been.  He  told  Pe- 
pita of  their  experience,  but  she  knew 
nothing  about  it.  Could  it  be  real? 
Just  then  pepita  caught  a glimpse  of 
something  bright  in  the  grass  and 
ran  to  pick  it  up.  It  proved  to  be  the 
three  gold  pieces.  Their  w’onder  was 
great.  They  were  suddenly  reminded 
of  their  traveling  companion  of  the 
previous  day — they  would  tell  him  of 
Manuel’s  strange  experience.  But,  to 
their  great  surprise,  he  was  gone. 

Manuel  harnessed  the  mules  and 
they  continued  their  journey,  travel- 
ling steadily  on  till  they  came  to  the 
little  seaport  town  of  Basca.  with  its 
custom-house  and  docks,  where  a 
great  American  liner  lay  at  anchor  in 
the  harbor.  It  had  not  taken  them 
long  to  decide  what  they  would  do 
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with  the  gold  coins.  Now  Manuel’s 
cherished  dream  had  become  a possi- 
bility. They  would  go  to  America  in 
search  of  their  fortunes. 

The  steamer  agent  looked  so  curi- 
ously at  them  that  Manuel  was  afraid 
he  might  suspiciou  them  of  having 
stolen  the  money  and  refuse  them  a 
ticket,  but  no  such  misfortune  befell 
them.  They  just  had  time  to  snatch 
up  their  few  belongings  and  arrange 
to  have  the  mules  taken  care  of,  when 
the  first  whistle  blew  and  they  hur- 
ried on  board  the  ship  to  go  to  Amer- 
ica. 

What  was  their  surprise  later  in  the 
day  to  discover  that  their  American 
friend  was  also  a passenuger,  but  he 
did  not  seem  surprised  to  see  them. 
He  visited  them  often  on  the  lower 
deck  and  looked  quite  blank  when 
they  told  him  of  Manuel’s  wonderful 
their  story  he  only  laughed  and  asked 
them  if  the  money  was  Moorish  gold. 
They  did  not  remember,  they  said,  but 
his  actions  puzzled  them  and  they 
could  never  decide  what  had  amused 
him.  JEANETTE  COWAN. 


McKinley  school  fund 


Receipts 

Balance  on  hand  Dec.  1,  1910  . . $88.52 

Chapin  lecture  on  Lincoln 14.31 

Ninth  Grade  candy  sale  38.40 

Eighth  grade  candy  sale  34.85 

Total $176.14 

Expenses 

Record  cabinet  and  needles  . . $25.75 

Orchestra  supplies  17.00 

Hand-ball  fence 30.00 

Athletic  supplies  16  50 

School  decoration  13.25 

Total  $102.50 

On  hand  Mar.  1,  1911.  ..  $73.61 


C.  L.  Biedenbacb 
Principal. 


“CHOPIN’S  OPUS  64,  NO.  1.” 

“Chopin’s  Opus  64,  No.  1,”  a strug- 
gle you  ask?  Indeed.  Wait  until  you 
hear  the  little  tale  which  whirls  be- 
neath its  measures  and  you  will  laugh 
with  me.  A lean  little  dog,  evidently 
exceedingly  inquisitive  as  to  the  na- 
ture of  his  tail  formed  the  inspiration 
for  this  bewitching  composition  which 
Chopin  afterward  christened  “The 
Waltz  of  the  Little  Dog.”  The  little 
animal  endeavoring  to  reach  this  part 
of  his  anatomy— so  near  and  yet  so 
for, — becomes  excited.  Barking  loudly, 
around  and  around  he  whirls  chasing 
his  tail.  Faster  and  more  furiously  he 
pursues  the  flash  of  brown  but,  still 
no  nearer  the  tantalizing  object  of  his 
wrath.  Still  his  rage  waxes  hotter 
until  finally  his  strength  begins  to 
fail.  The  whirling  retards,  the  futile 
efforts  cease,  and  the  little  dog  sinks 
into  the  alley  way  as  though  ashamed 
of  his  foolishness. 

MARGARET  MILES. 


THE  CAT  CAME  BACK. 

Mr.  Smithson  trudged  wearily  home- 
ward. Under  his  arm  was  a basket  in 
which  he  had  just  carried  “Thomas,” 
the  family  cat.  far  into  the  country 
and  left  him. 

Four  times  before  had  this  same 
thing  occurred  but  “Thomas”  always 
came  back.  Now  for  the  last  time,  Mr. 
Smithson  thought  he  had  that  “blamed 
feline”  taken  care  of  for  good.  On 
the  morrow,  April  1st,  the  Smithson 
family  were  to  start  East.  This  had 
to  be  the  last  time. 

Early  next  mcrning  while  the  father 
cf  tie  family  was  engaged  in  the  intri- 
cacies of  packing,  Bobby,  the  nine- 
year-old  “prodigy,”  entered  and  an- 
nounced there  was  a caller  for  “Dad.” 
Mr.  Smithson  arose  muttering  some- 
thing about  he  hoped  it  wasn’t  the 
coal  man.  and  went  down-stairs,  fol- 
lowed, at  a distance,  by  Bobby. 

As  he  entered  the  parlor,  he  cast 
a hurried  look  around  and,  seeing  no 
one,  was  about  to  question  his  son 
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when  his  eye  chanced  to  rest  on  the 
lounge.  He  straightened  his  back, 
clenched  his  fists,  took  a step  for- 
ward and  was  about  to  speak  when 
stopped  by  a small  voice  in  the  rear, 
saying, 

“April  Fool,  pa;  it’s  only  Thomas!” 
ALLYN  WOOD. 


THE  SHADOWS  OF  TWILIGHT. 

Have  you  ever  watched  the  shad- 
ows of  twilight?  Do  they  not  often 
make  familiar  objects  assume  ludi- 
crous shapes?  The  hay  stack  of  the 
day-time  is,  in  the  deepening  shadows, 
similar  to  a witch,  and  the  fire-flies 
are  the  twinkling  lanterns  of  the  gob- 
lins just  beginning  their  evening 
work. 

This  evening  the  cricket  was  chirp- 
ing his  merry  tune,  and  the  frogs  in 
the  meadow  swamp  were  holding  a 
concert.  The  flowers  had  closed  their 
sleepy  eyes  long  before  and  the  grass 
was  whispering  in  the  evening  breeze. 
The  dark  pines  at  the  end  of  the  mea- 
dow were  softly  sighing,  and  the  white 
birches  stood  out  as  sentinels  at  the 
gates  of  fairyland.  The  distant  tinkle 
of  a sheep  bell  was  heard  as  the 
tardy  one  came  straggling  homeward. 
Did  the  cavernous  mountatins  in  the 
distance  hold  the  mysteries  that  were 
right  before  me?  Could  the  distant 
sweeping  torrent  whisper  secrets  like 
the  brook?  Could  the  lofty  peaks  sur- 
rounding me  on  every  side  tell  the 
stories  of  the  past?  As  I followed  the 
murmuring  brook  through  the  birches, 
voices  from  all  sides  seemed  to  call 
me  to  tarry  and  dance  with  them  in 
the  coming  moonlight.  I wandered 
much  farther  than  I had  intended,  and 
when  I returned,  the  shadows  of  twi- 
light had  deepened  to  black. 

FLORENCE  HEINZERLING. 


Hurry,  hurry! 

Scuffle  and  flurry! 

The  candy  is  coming  to  school. 

Some  in  bags  allspeckled  and  striped, 
And  now  the  candy  doth  rule. 


A DREAM. 

“Now,  Willie,  didn’t  l tell  you  not  to 
eat  any  more  of  that  green  cheese?” 
said  a mother  to  her  son,  who  had 
been  eating  it  all  morning. 

“All  right,  mama;  I won’t  eat  any 
more.”  replied  Willie,  in  a shaky  voice. 

“That  is  what  you  have  said  many 
times;  now,  don’t  eat  any  more,”  said 
his  mother,  very  sternly. 

“I  won’t,”  answered  the  boy  and 
walked  out  of  the  house,  angry  to 
think  he  could  have  no  more. 

Down  the  road,  in  front  of  a dairy, 
he  spied  some  cheese  in  the  back  of 
a wagon.  No  driver  was  there,  for 
all  the  men  had  gone  to  dinner.  I 
am  sorry  to  say  that  Willie  took  a 
large  cheese,  of  a kind  different  from 
what  he  was  used  to  eating  at  home. 
He  went  to  the  woods  near  his  house, 
took  out  his  knife,  and  began  to  de- 
vour his  prize.  An  hour  later  found 
Willie  very  sick  in  bed  at  his  home. 
He  at  last  fell  asleep  and  was  lost  in 
the  land  of  dreams.  This  is  what  Wil- 
lie dreamed. 

“All  right,”  answered  Willie,  to  a 
strange  man  in  a balloon,  “I  will  go 
but  you  must  bring  me  back.” 

“Then  jump  in  and  we  will  be  off,” 
said  the  strange  man.  and  Willie 
jumped  in  and  they  started. 

They  rode  for  many  hours  and  noth- 
ing w as  said  until  Willie  broke  the  si- 
lence with. — 

“What  is  that  over  there?”  pointing 
to  the  right. 

“Oh,  that  is  the  moon,”  answered 
the  man. 

“Let  us  go  nearer,”  said  Willie.  So 
the  man  went  closer. 

“I  think  I smell  cheese,”  said  Willie. 

“Yes,  you  smell  the  moon;  you 
know  the  moon  is  made  of  green 
cheese,”  was  the  answer. 

“Oh!”  said  Willie  in  joy.  “Can  we 
go  closer?” 

“Yes,”  said  the  man;  “do  you  like 
cheese?” 

“Yes,  indeed  I do,”  said  Willie,  tak- 
ing out  his  knife  to  cut  a piece  of  the 
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moon.  He  reached  out  with  his  knife 
ready.  But  just  as  he  was  about  to 
take  a slice,  a man  appeared  above 
them  and  punctured  the  bag.  Willie 
recognized  the  man  as  the  one  that 
owned  the  dairy  where  he  had  stolen 
the  cheese. 

Down  went  the  balloon  until  he 
could  see  the  earth  drawing  near.  Just 
as  he  was  about  to  fall  upon  a pile 
of  rocks,  he  awoke  to  And  his  cat  and 
dog  fighting  under  the  bed.  I assure 
you  that  Willie  never  stole,  or  even 
ate  any  more  cheese. 

DONALD  WILLIAMS,  High  7tli. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A RAIN- 
DROP. 

It  was  raining  and  the  gutters  were 
full.  This  happened  on  one  of  the 
rainiest  days  we  had  all  winter. 

A little  raindrop  fell  into  the  rim  of 
a man’s  hat.  It  was  not  all  alone, 
there  were  many  drops  in  the  rim. 
The  man  went  to  a door  and  rang 
the  bell.  A young  lady  answered,  and 
the  man  took  off  his  hat  to  her.  The 
little  raindrop  fell  off  his  hat. 

It  fell  down  the  stairs  to  the  side- 
walk, and  into  the  gutter  again.  It 
floated  down  until  it  ran  into  a brook 
and  the  brook  took  the  little  drop 
some  place  where  it  had  never  been 
before.  It  was  lonesome  now  for  he 
did  not  know  any  of  the  drops. 

He  was  taken  in  with  a pail  of  wa- 
ter to  some  cows,  but  the  pail  tipped 
over  and  the  drop  ran  into  the  book 
again. 

It  came  to  a lake.  It  floated  slowly 
until  it  came  to  a ditch.  It  was  taken 
and  poured  on  the  root  of  a flower. 
The  root  drank  it  up.  It  ran  into  the 
stem.  It  made  blood  in  the  flower 
and  the  flower  opened  up  its  leaves 
and  the  little  raindrop  did  it  good. 

RALPH  HAGOPIAN, 
High  Fourth. 


A small  boy,  on  being  asked  what 
was  in  a dish  containing  grated  cheese, 
said,  “That’s  scrubbed-up  cheese. 


THE  CONQUERED  HERO. 

A little  curly-headed  boy  looked 
from  his  book  to  the  window  of  his 
bed-room  in  the  farm-house.  He  was 
six,  but  in  his  deep  brown  eyes  was 
written  a problem,  suited  to  a man  of 
sixty.  How  could  a little  mortal  in 
his  first  pair  of  overalls  be  expected 
to  learn  the  alphabet?  His  little  bare 
toes  gave  a wiggle  of  indignation  as 
he  looked  from  the  window  back  to 
his  book. 

“A,  B,  C” — it  looked  simple  enough, 
but  oh  the  agonies  tied  up  in  those 
letters!  A tear  dropped  from  his 
large  eyes  and  rolled  off  of  his  pug- 
nose,  splashing  on  the  overalls.  Jack, 
for  that  was  the  boy’s  name,  tightened 
his  mouth  and  looked  once  more  into 
the  book.  The  letters  danced  all  over 
the  page  and  would  not  straighten  out. 
Suddenly  the  stillness  of  the  room  was 
broken.  The  book  was  thrown  across 
the  floor,  and  the  conquered  hero 
trudged  slowly  outside  to  find  com- 
fort in  Caesar,  the  large  Newfound- 
land. HELEN  DAVIS. 


PEACE  AND  PROSPERITY. 

Below  me  lies  the  great  San  Fran- 
cisco Bay,  reflecting  the  beautiful 
clouds  as  a mirron  reflects  the  face 
of  a fair  damsel.  It  lies  there  serenely 
and  knows  not  of  the  troubled  waters 
that  lie  far  beyond  that  fair  fort- 
guarded  gate.  To  the  right  is  Mt. 
Tamalpais  frowning  down  on  her  foot- 
hills as  a king  frowns  upon  his  lesser 
subject.  On  the  left  stands  the  won- 
derful "world-famed  city,  San  Fran- 
cisco, where  sprang,  from  the  ruins  of 
a few  years  previous,  her  lordly  build- 
ings, looking  down  on  the  ruins  with 
scorn.  Through  the  Golden  Gate 
comes  a stately  ship,  proudly  bearing 
her  burden  to  a safe  landing,  and,  as 
she  turns,  I see  that  far-famed  flag 
of  our  nation.  There  is  nothing  sinis- 
ter in  this  scene;  all  speaks  of  peace 
and  prosperity. 


BERNARD  GUY. 


'M 


THE  TARGET 


THOSE  TREACHEROUS  FISH. 

It  was  one  of  those  invigorating  cool 
evenings  common  to  the  month  of  Oc- 
tober. jack’s  spirits  were  at  their 
highest  for  he  had  just  been  promoted 
to  cabin  watchman  and  that  meant  a 
great  deal  to  him.  The  river  steamer 
"Mission”  was  speedily  making  her 
way  down  the  San  Joaquin  river  on 
her  daily  trip  from  Stockton  to  San 
Francisco,  with  her  cargo  of  passen- 
gers and  freight. 

Soon  after  she  had  started,  Jack 
turned  in  to  get  a little  sleep  before 
going  on  watch  which  would  begin  at 
10  oclock,  the  purser  having  first  duty. 
At  10  his  dreams  of  home  were  dis- 
turbed by  a loud  knocking  on  the  cab- 
in door,  and  he  soon  appeared  on  deck 
ready  to  relieve  his  comrade,  for  he 
slept  with  his  clothes  on  and  awoke 
ready  for  business. 

They  reached  the  upper  end  of  San 
Pablo  bay  about  midnight  and  soon 
after  came  in  sight  of  Black  Diamond 
wharf  where  Jack  discerned  a lamp 
gleaming  forth  in  the  darkness.  A 
moment  later  a sharp  blast  of  the 
whistle  announced  the  skipper’s  inten- 
tion of  making  a landing.  They  soon 
reached  the  dock  and  Jack  nimbly 
leaped  forth  to  see  what  they  were  to 
take  on.  He  found  two  large  boxes 
which  were  the  only  articles  on  the 
wharf,  so  he  naturally  supposed  that 
these  were  the  occasion  of  the  signal, 
but  he  could  not  find  the  shipping  re- 
ceipt. just  then  the  door  of  a little 
cabin  on  the  dock  opened  and  the 
owner  of  the  landing,  Melotti  by  name, 
came  out.  As  the  Italian  could  not 
speak  English  he  simply  handed  Jack 
a card  of  the  Northwestern  Fish  com- 
pany and  pointed  to  the  cases.  Jack 
not  being  interested  in  fishing,  did 
not  realize  that  the  season  did  not 
open  until  the  next  day,  so  he  filled 
out  the  shipping  receipt  for  Melotti 
and  had  the  fish  taken  aboard.  The 
captain  then  rang  three  bells  and  the 
craft  started  on  her  way. 

Everything  went  along  smoothly  un- 


til they  reached  San  Francisco  the 
next  morning,  when  the  cases  were 
set  on  the  dock  to  await  the  arrival 
of  the  expressman. 

As  the  “Mission”  did  not  start  on 
her  return  trip  until  6 p.  m.,  Jack,  af- 
ter eating  a scanty  breakfast  of  beans 
and  salt  pork,  and  turning  in  the  mani- 
fest, went  back  to  his  cabin  to  get  a 
little  sleep. 

When  the  Fish  Commissioner  came 
around  and  found  the  fish  he  imme- 
diately set  out  to  find  the  ship  which 
had  brought  them.  As  the  manifest 
of  the  “Mission”  was  the  last  one 
turned  in,  he  quickly  found  the  infor- 
mation he  wanted  and  soon  had  locat- 
ed the  craft.  The  captain  was  asked 
about  the  sender  of  the  fish,  but  this 
honorable  person  claimed  he  knew 
nothing  about  them.  The  pilot  and 
bow  watchman  were  then  questioned 
but  they  also  declared  they  knew'  of 
no  such  cases.  Then  Jack  was  called 
and  brought  to  the  officer. 

“Well!”  said  the  officer,  “I  know 
that  those  fish  w'ere  brought  down  on 
your  boat,  but  what  I want  to  find  out 
is  who  made  out  that  shipping  re- 
ceipt.” 

“I  did,”  answered  Jack.  He  always 
spoke  frankly,  for  long  before  this  he 
had  learned  that  it  was  the  safest  way. 

“Then  you  will  have  to  come  with 
me  and  act  as  a witness.” 

Jack  was  certainly  frightened,  but 
he  accompanied  the  officer  to  the  trial 
at  Martinez  to  which  Melotti  and  his 
wife  had  also  been  summoned.  But 
the  Italian  feigned  ignorance  of  the 
English  language  and  his  wife  claimed 
to  know'  nothing  about  the  fish.  So 
they  were  finally  dismissed  and  re- 
turned home  very  angry  over  the  un- 
necessary visit  to  their  county  seat. 

But  the  fish  proved  to  be  Jack's  un- 
doing. The  ship  company  considered 
the  services  of  a careless  cabin  watch- 
man no  longer  necessary  and  he  found 
himself  thrown  into  the  great  sea  of 
chance  to  swim  or  sink. 

DARYL  JEWETT. 


THE  TARGET 


A CATCH? 

“Well,  boys,”  went  on  the  pompous 
expert,  “that  salmon  trout  was  cer- 
tainly a monstrosity.  It  required  con- 
siderable strategy  on  my  part  to  sub- 
due his  vehement  opposition.” 

It  was  Si  Wilkins,  who  broke  the  si- 
lence of  that  awe-stricken  crowd  of 
admirers. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  hanged,”  said  he.  “If 
all  them  high-fluking  words  mean  that 
it  took  ye  two  hours  to  land  a little 
brook  trout,  I must  say  there  can’t  be 
much  to  you.” 

Si,  having  experienced  a coltish  de- 
sire to  show  this  braggart  how  to  catch 
salmon,  started  bright  and  early  next 
morning  for  the  river,  armed  to  the 
teeth  with  a block  and  tackle  and 
mother’s  best  clothesline,  at  the  end 
of  which  was  attached  a hook  large 
and  strong  enough  to  anchor  the 
Maine. 

The  bait  had  no  sooner  sunk  beneath 
the  placid  surface  of  the  rippling 
waters  than  swish!  it  darted  up- 
stream. With  a joyous  and  radiant 
heart.  Si  started  the  tug  of  wrar  at 
his  end  of  the  tackle,  but,  although  his 
efforts  were  most  herculean,  still  he 
failed  to  gain  an  inch  of  rope.  At  this 
critical  point,  however,  he  was  joined 
by  a dozen  neighbors,  who,  having 
witnessed  the  conflict  from  a distance, 
now  came  to  lend  a hand.  Si  shouted 
a warning,  “Stick  to  it  like  death  to 
a sick  nigger,  boys,  until  I get  Daisy,” 
as  he  ambled  to  the  barn. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

“Hurry  up  or  you’ll  lose  ’im,”  yelled 
the  animated  editor  of  the  “Argus,” 
who  had  already  finished  his  sensa- 
tional account,  entitled  “The  Capture 
of  the  Stray  Whale.”  Si,  as  Daisy 
slowly,  but  surely  drew  the  heavy  bur- 
den ashore,  was  imitating  a pirouette 
as  closely  as  his  sixty  years  and  “rheu- 
matix,”  would  permit,  when,  splash! 
then  a terrific  struggle  ensued,  for  Si 
had  two-stepped  too  close  to  the  river’s 
brink.  He  dragged  his  dripping  length 
from  the  depths,  in  time  to  see  his 


disgusted  neighbors  landing  a well- 
soaked  maple  log  upon  whose  side  a 
little  brook  trout  was  shamefully  pin- 
ned, and  the  disappointed  editor,  di- 
verting his  spleen  by  altering  the 
most  exciting  article  to  suit  the  occa- 
sion. 

Having  returned  the  captive  to  his 
watery  home.  Si  explained  to  his  as- 
tonished neighbors  that  he  was  merely 
procuring  his  winter’s  wood,  then  re- 
tired to  the  house,  where  his  temper 
was  not  sweetened  by  the  emphatic 
lecture,  which  he  received  from  his 
wife  upon  the  capabilities  uf  a rheu- 
matic anatomy  to  withstand  the  shock 
of  a cold  bath. 

The  next  day,  as  Mr.  Si  Wilkins  sat 
with  his  head  in  his  hands,  enjoying 
a severe  attack  of  the  grip,  his  better 
half,  delighted  to  find  his  name  in 
the  paper,  augmented  his  lassitude  by 
reading  from  its  pages  the  following: 

“Silas  Wilkin,  while  angling  for  his 
winter’s  fuel  in  the  Fern  river  yester- 
day, dived  into  the  icy  waters,  in  a 
heroic  endeavor  to  assist  Daisy,  that 
decrepit  but  faithful  family  heirloom, 
in  dislodging  a maple  log,  and  myste- 
riously yet  successfully,  landed  a tre- 
mendous wha — cold.” 

ELMER  KNAPP  HOOD. 


Miss  S.  (telling  of  the  courtesies  a 
gentleman  should  show  a lady)  — 
“When  a lady  is  riding  a horse  which 
side  should  she  sit  on?” 

Small  Boy — “The  inside,”  meaning 
toward  the  inside  of  the  street. 

Little  Billy  surprised  his  mother  with 
the  question,  “Did  you  name  me  from 
a billy-goat?” 


JOKES. 

A musical  gentleman,  on  being  asked 
when  he  learned  to  accompany  singers, 
replied:  “At  a tender  age  there  was 

a large  flood  in  our  city;  I awoke 
one  morning  to  find  my  mother  and 
father  floating  out  of  the  house  on  their 
bed,  so  I accompanied  them  on  the 
piano.” 


THE  TARGET 


Honor  Roll. 

“Wisdom  dwelleth  in  high  places.’’ 

Following  are  the  names  of  those 
who  have  found  the  high  places  and 
uphold  the  high  standard  of  scholar 
ship  for  which  McKinley  School  has  al- 
ways stood: 

Low  Seventh  Grade. 

Dorothea  Easton,  Rachel  James, 
Gertrude  Lachman,  Julian  LeConte, 
Ronald  McDonald,  Carl  Mohrhardt,  Ida 
Preiss,  Robert  Truman,  Robb  Young. 

High  Seventh  Grade. 

Ella  Barows,  Hilma  Davis,  May  Gru- 
ber, Frank  Hargear,  Bernice  Hobson, 
Charles  Honeywell,  Mary  Liddell, 
Charles  Meek,  Lawrence  Merriam, 
Myrtle  Mitchell,  Bessie  Nelson,  Ida  Ot 
teson,  Grace  Rennie,  Helen  Van  Ma- 
ter. 

Low  Eighth  Grade. 

Louise  Biglow,  Haral  Cobb,  Farker 
Hall,  Grace  Holder,  George  McCord, 
Lucy  Moore,  Eryl  Richmond,  Kathryn 
Stone,  Katherine  Towle. 

High  Eighth  Grade. 

Kathleen  Agnew,  Ruth  Averill,  Grace 
Becker,  Aletlie  Berry,  Dorothy  Blacker, 
Carol  Bolles,  Isidoro  Cereghino,  Kath- 
ryn Cook,  Helen  Cooley,  Catherine  Bel- 
amore,  Reighley  Detrick,  Ada  Fish, 
Dan  Harford,  Mary  Heger,  Marion  Her- 
mann, Harold  McGowan,  Hollis  Moore, 
Raymond  Muenter,  Josephine  Park, 
Fern  Ralph,  Gerard  Thayer,  Vivienne 
Thompson,  Aileen  Treat. 

Low  Ninth  Grade. 

Helen  Ayres,  Earle  Coleman,  Anita 
Courtney,  Dorothy  Davis,  Ralph 
Doughty,  James  Fraser,  Jeannette 
Gay,  Hazel  George  Donald  Holcomb, 
Katherine  Holmes,  Cecil  Lathrop,  Wal- 
lace McAfee,  Eleanor  Sell,  Clayton  Scr- 
rick.  Jack  Spohn,  Marjorie  Stuart,  Gir- 
vin  Wait. 

High  Ninth  Grade. 

Elvah  Ames,  Madeline  Becker,  Grcs- 
venor  Bolles.  Charlotto  Boudreaux, 
Agnes  Bryant,  Muriel  Cameron, 
Jean  Campbell,  Jeanette  Cowan, 
Corena  Daugherty,  Lucile  Davis, 


Katherine  Denman,  Bernice  Hub- 
bard. Margaret  Jackson,  Daryl 
Jewett,  Ruth  Lange,  Dorothea  Lang- 
guth,  Mary  Lipman,  Frances  McDonald, 
Margaret  Miles,  Lyle  Osborne,  Lucile 
Parr,  Caryl  Price,  Alice  Sanderson, 
Allan  Sproul,  Heber  Steen,  Lois  Stone- 
sifer,  Margaret  Warwick,  Allyn  Wood, 
Harold  Wright,  Jean  Wright. 


THE  “WHITE  WOMAN”  OF  THE 
ARROYO  SECO. 

There  was  a strong  superstition 
about  a “white  woman”  living  in  the 
Arroyo  Seco,  during  the  early  days  in 
Southern  California.  The  fear  of  this 
woman  kept  many  from  entering  the 
forest  after  nightfall.  With  thought  of 
the  innate  superstition  of  these  early 
Spaniards,  we  ran  easily  understand 
the  sensations  of  Alessandro  when  he 
entered  the  arroyo  on  a moonless 
night. 

Two  boys.  Alessandro  Rubio  and  Al- 
varez Domingues,  were  riding  leisurely 
towards  home  on  their  broncos,  when 
the  dogs  coming  upon  the  train  of  a 
mountain  lion,  headed  straight  for  the 
arroyo.  Although  not  then  sunset,  the 
boys  realized  that  it  would  be  dark 
within  the  densely-wooded  arroyo. 
When  they  came  to  the  edge  of  the 
“white  woman’s”  realm,  Alessandro 
said,  “I  am  going  to  follow  them.” 
“Don’t,”  said  Alvarez,  “for  it  is  not 
moonlight  and  you  are  sure  to  meet 
the  ‘white  woman.’  ” 

“Do  not  try  to  dissuade  me  for  I am 
resolved  to  go.” 

“Well,  go  if  you  are  resolved,  but 
remember  I have  warned  you.” 

Despite  his  outward  calm,  Alessan- 
dro was  very  uneasy.  As  he  pushed 
farther  and  farther  into  the  Arroyo 
Seco,  the  shadows  deepened  around 
him.  Strange  sounds  met  his  ears  and 
constantly  varying  forms  flashed  be- 
fore his  eyes.  When  at  last  a pitchy 
blackness  covered  everything,  the  still- 
ness became  intense.  Every  step  of 
his  bronco  was  heard  with  alarming 
distinctness.  The  cracking  of  a 


THE  TARGET 


branch  overhead  sent  cold  shivers 
down  his  back.  His  heart  beat  wildly. 
His  little  beast  stumbled,  crashing 
down  through  the  brush.  He  rose 
again,  but  not  before,  as  Alessandro 
felt  almost  certain,  the  “white  woman’’ 
had  heard. 

He  thought  rightly,  for  as  he  enter- 
ed a clearing  in  the  arroyo  the  “white 
woman”  loomed  up  before  him,  mo- 
tionless as  a statue,  but  her  eyes  were 
fastened  upon  him.  He  realized  that 
his  doom  was  certain.  The  chill  of 
fear  came  over  him.  Yes,  it  was  the 
will  of  the  Fates  that  he  should  die. 
But,  useless  as  it  seemed,  he  decided 
to  make  one  desperate  effort  for  his 
life.  As  the  gigantic  figure  bent  for- 
ward with  outstretched  arm,  he  raised 
bis  gun  and  fired,  fired  three  times. 

There  was  a creaking  groan;  the  fig- 
ure disappeared.  Diana  threw  her 
full  radiance  into  the  depths  of  the 
woods  and  Alessandro  fled. 

It  was  at  first  difficult  to  make  Al- 
varez believe  that  any  one,  who  had 
really  seen  the  woman,  had  survived. 
However,  when  the  flattened  bullets 
were  found  next  morning  in  the  ar- 
royo, no  further  proof  was  needed. 

Though  it  has  been  proven  beyond 
a doubt  that  the  “white  woman  of  the 
arroyo,”  was  a large  tree  covered  with 
moss  which  looked  white  at  night, 
with  phosphorescence  which  formed 
a gigantic  face,  though  Diana  caused 
her  disappearance  and  though,  as  may 
easily  be  imagined,  Alessandro,  prob- 
ably, instead  of  shooting  straight, 
struck  a rock  and  flattened  his  bullets, 
yet,  though  all  these  things  are  true, 
Alessandro  Rubio  still  believes  in 
spectres  and  probably  will  to  the  end 
of  his  days. 

HELEN  AYRES. 


VANQUISHED? 

The  two  piles  of  sand  are  creeping 
up  higher.  Bobby’s  is  the  largest.  No, 
Mary’s  pile  is.  They  are  working  hard 
to  see  which  can  pile  up  the  most  sand 
and  each  is  slyly  watching  the  other. 


Just  then  Bobby  spies  the  one  little 
pail.  It  takes  only  a minute  to  fill — 
a scream,  a rush,  and  Mary  has  ahold 
of  the  other  side,  with  set  teeth  and 
flashing  eyes,  each  child  tugs  wildly 
at  the  coveted  tin.  Down  on  the 
sands  they  go,  a mass  of  sturdy  legs 
and  curly  hair. 

They  roll  over  and  over,  first  Bobby 
on  top,  then  Mary.  Arms  and  legs 
aching  and  eyes  full  of  sand,  they 
finally  struggle  to  their  feet.  Mary 
has  the  pail  tightly  clasped  in  both 
fat  little  hands.  But  Bobby  isn't 
vanquished  yet.  One  thrust  of  a worn 
little  shoe  and  Mary’s  pile  is  gone. 
Both  fists  in  her  eyes,  she  lets  out  one 
long  piercing  scream.  And  Bobby? 
Why  he  puts  both  hands  in  his  pock- 
ets and  sticks  out  his  tongue! 

MARGARET  WARWICK. 


IN  QUEST  OF  TREASURE. 

Was  the  wind  trying  to  exterminate 
all  the  existing  creation  that  had  not 
already  knelt  before  its  shrieking  pur- 
suit? It  certainly  sounded  like  it, 
that  cold  March  night  as  we  gathered 
around  the  open  fire,  which  the  wind 
tried  its  best  to  put  out  as  it  huffed 
and  it  puffed,  and  it  puffed  and  it 
huffed  down  the  chimney. 

For  a long  time  we  closely  embraced 
the  blinking  blaze,  trying  to  forget  the 
unrelenting  storm  without.  The  cat 
(who  was  rather  inclined  to  be  kit- 
tenish) was  the  only  one  who  seemed 
wholly  at  ease  and  comfortable.  At 
last  I arose  and  took  a newspaper  to 
bar  the  wind  from  entering  through 
a crack  in  the  door.  As  I was  about 
to  tear  it  a certain  paragraph  caught 
my  eye.  It  ran  like  this: 

“FOUND — The  end  of  the  rainbow. 
Claimer  can  have  belongings  of 
same  by  calling  at  house,  standing 
at  top  of  hill,  two  miles  east  of 
mouth  of  river,  Saturday,  March  15, 
1902.” 

I gave  such  a loud  laugh  at  the  ridic- 
ulous notice  that  f awakened  the  cat, 
dreaming,  peacefully,  of  rats,  before 
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the  fire.  However,  being  large  in  my 
love  of  adventure  and — er — rather 
small  in  the  size  of  my  purse,  and  to- 
morrow’s being  Saturday,  and  a holi- 
day, I determined  to  seek  the  author 
of  this  notice,  and  learn  what  I could 
learn  and  get  what  I could  get,  (for 
you  know  there  might  be  something 
in  it). 

Accordingly  the  next  day  I set  off 
for  the  place  appointed.  When  I 
reached  the  spot  I discovered  there 
was  a rainbow,  ending  in  a mist,  at 
the  backdoor  of  an  old  log  cabin, 
which  was  said  to  be  haunted  by  the 
ghost  of  an  old  miser,  whose  hidden 
gold  was  much  sought  for.  Was  the 
story  of  the  rainbow  and  the  pot  of 
gold  to  come  true  and  I,  a poor  coun- 
try lad,  guided  by  the  rainbow,  to  find 
the  miser’s  treasure  here? 

Not  daunted  by  fear  of  ghosts  and 
spooks,  I searched  until  I found  an 
old  rusty  spade  by  the  well,  and  be- 
gan to  dig.  Five  feet  from  the  sur- 
face I came  to  a dark  mysterious  sub- 
terranean passage.  With  a small  end 
of  a candle  and  a large  amount  of 
hesitation,  I dove  into  a dark  passage. 

After  going  a short  distance  I came 
to  a door,  locked  and  rusted.  Mys- 
tery! A haunted  house,  a secret  pas- 
sage, a locked  door,  the  rainbow,  and 
goodness  knows  how  much  hidden 
gold!  I applied  my  eye  to  the  keyhole 
but  could  discern  nothing  in  the  dark- 
ness, but  my  ear  caught  the  distinct 
sound  of  footsteps  and  the  clink,  as 
of  money,  within. 

Someone  had  preceded  me  and 
would  get  the  treasure!  I must  stop. 
But  how  to  open  the  door?  I had  no 
key.  I seized  an  old  crowbar,  lying 
as  if  in  waiting  for  me,  and  determin- 
ed to  batter  down  the  door. 

To  my  surprise  it  yielded  readily 
and  flew  open.  I entered  a small, 
paneled  musty-smelling  room.  No  liv- 
ing being  in  sight,  but  bats  and  spid- 
ers. In  the  corner  a huge,  old-fashion- 
ed chest.  Full  of  gold?  I tiptoed 
across  the  floor,  glancing  fearfully, 


over  my  shoulder  for  some  awful 
something  which  I had  heard  within, 
before  my  entrance,  to  jump  out  and 
grab  me. 

The  lid  of  the  chest  was  unlocked. 
I opened  it.  A sudden  noise  behind 
caused  my  heart  to  jump  to  my  throat. 
Nothing  was  in  sight.  I returned  to 
the  chest  and  peered  into  its  depth. 
A glittering  mass  lay  within.  I put  in 
my  hand  and  drew  out  several  pieces. 
There  was  no  doubting  the  quality  of 
the  treasure.  I thought  I surely  must 
be  dreaming.  Surely  I had  not  at  last 
become  rich. 

I gave  myself  a few  very  hard 
pinches  to  be  sure  I was  awake. 

Suddenly  I discovered  I had  pinched 
myself  too  hard — and — I rolled  over 
the  cat  onto  the  floor  just  as  the  clock 
struck  nine.  It  was  only  a dream. 

JEAN  CAMPBELL. 


A FEBRUARY  SUNSET. 

It  had  been  a clear,  cold  day  and, 
although  a heavy  bank  of  dark  clouds 
had  mysteriously  crept  into  the  sky, 
they  seemed  content  to  hover  about 
overhead,  and  to  leave  in  peace  sev- 
eral little  silvery  snow-balls  that  were 
playing  in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun. 
Rising  above  the  hills  of  San  Francis- 
co, a soft  fluffy  white  wave  was  slow- 
ly advancing,  sending  silvery  sprays 
into  the  heavens.  The  bay,  stretched 
in  peacefulness  below  this  beautiful 
sky,  seemed  to  add  to  the  stillness,  and 
far  beyond  the  Golden  Gate  the  Faral- 
lones  were  faintly  visible,  slumbering 
in  the  delightful  calm.  For  one  mo- 
ment bright  Apollo  stole  behind  a 
cloud  which,  like  a soft  transparent 
veil,  without  entirely  hiding  him, 
changed  his  appearance  to  that  of  the 
pale-faced  moon.  But  not  much  time 
was  given  to  this  fancy,  for  he  again 
burst  forth  in  his  fiery  glory,  slowly  to 
sink  into  the  reflecting  waters  of  the 
Golden  Gate,  leaving  the  sky  to  the 
mercies  of  the  coming  darkness. 

MADELINE  BECKER. 
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ON  AN  IMPORTANT  ERRAND. 

‘Fare,  please,”  said  the  conductor. 

Promptly  a little  curly-haired,  blue- 
eyed six-year-old  brought  forth  his 
nickel  and  gave  it  to  the  conductor. 
“It’s  my  candy-money,”  he  whispered. 

Plainly  it  was  his  first  ride  alone, 
and  he  seemed  much  excited  as  he  sat 
holding  tightly  to  the  basket  at  his 
side,  presently  the  conductor  came 
around  again.  To  the  amazement  of 
all  within  hearing,  the  little  lad  was 
heard  to  say,  “Stop  at  the  norphan 
’sylum,  please.” 

“This  car  doesn’t  pass  the  asylum, 
my  boy.” 

A look  of  dismay  stole  into  the  lit- 
tle fellow’s  face.  It  had  never  occur- 
red to  him  that  any  car  wouldn't  take 
him  to  that  place. 

With  tears  in  his  eyes  he  blurted 
out  his  little  tale.  He  had  found  a 
little  puppy  on  the  way  home  from 
kindergarten.  “I  couldn’t  find  the 
mother  puppy  or  the  father  puppy  so 
I thought  it  must  be  just  a poor  lit- 
tle norphan  puppy,  and  that  I’d  bet- 
ter take  it  right  to  the  ’sylum  where 
it  would  get  our  Sunday-school  pen- 
nies every  week.  So  I put  it  in  my 
basket  and  here  ’tis.”  He  produced 
the  tiny  pup. 

MARGARET  MILES. 


Everett  had  a little  dog 
Whose  hair  was  black  as  jet, 

And  everywhere  that  Everett  went 
There  went  his  little  pet. 

It  followed  him  to  school  each  day, 
Till  Mr.  Cobert  said, 

“See  here,  young  man,  tie  up  that 
dog, 

Or  he  will  soon  be  dead.” 


Oh,  fie  on  you,  peaceful  Maud! 

I think  you  are  truly  a fraud, 
For  wher’er  you  appear 
You  come  armed  with  a “Speir.” 
Like  a fighter,  for  man  to  applaud 


WHAT  THE  MOON  SAW. 

The  earth  still  moves  on,  the  day  is 
gone,  and  night  has  come.  Soft  arti- 
ficial lights  take  the  place  of  the  sun’s 
brilliant  rays.  The  moon  climbs  to 
view  and  watches  once  more  the  vari- 
ous homes  of  earth. 

Here  is  a young  woman,  bright  and 
happy  amidst  luxury  ad  wealth.  Now 
a white-haired  old  man  is  seen,  sick, 
within  sound  of  the  young  girl’s  laugh- 
ter. From  its  seat  in  the  heavens 
the  moon  sees  a father  coming  home 
from  a long  day  of  work,  with  happy 
children  clinging  to  him. 

Next  is  a house  with  no  light  or 
cheerfulness.  Dear  old  moon  comes 
closer  and  sends  one  of  her  beautiful 
rays  into  a sick  room,  cold,  dreary  and 
uninviting.  In  this  room  is  a child 
that  has  been  maimed  for  life 
through  the  heedlessness  of  a taxi- 
cab driver. 

The  sun  is  now  shining  on  the  lit- 
tle bed  of  the  sick  child  and  the 
moon  gleams  on  foreign  lands.  She 
repeats  her  trip  and  finds  the  young 
woman  still  happy,  the  old  man  still 
in  bed,  and  the  little  girl  looking  once 
more  for  the  moon’s  brilliant  rays. 

Once  more  on  her  trip  she  finds  the 
old  man — once  only.  This  trip  she 
finds  the  young  woman  sickened  and 
the  child  is  well  and  happy,  but  still 
waits,  at  night,  for  the  brilliant  moon- 
ray.  ’ KATHERINE  McINTYRE. 

High  7th  Grade. 


JUDGE  NOT. 

The  time;  five-thirty  p.  m.  The 
place;  a Sutter-street  horsecar  pro- 
ceeding at  a ramshackling  pace  to- 
ward the  ferry  building. 

A self-respecting  old  gentleman  gaz- 
ed longingly  from  the  car  window  at 
the  pedestrians,  who  were  wading 
through  slush  ankle  deep  and  mak- 
ing but  slow  progress  in  the  driving 
rain.  He  no  doubt  wished  to  be  one 
of  them,  and  evidently  had  little  relish 
for  the  small,  stuffy  car,  filled  with 
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humanity.  However,  as  he  was  now 
inside,  he  had  to  stay. 

With  three  fingers  of  his  left  hand 
he  tightly  grasped  a swaying,  be- 
grimed strap,  while  his  thumb  and  in- 
dex finger  were  busily  engaged  in 
clasping  a fat  purse. 

Our  friend  was  no  doubt  in  a great 
hurry  to  catch  some  particular  boat, 
as  was  evinced  by  the  varied  ejacula- 
tions, which  hepoured  forth  whenever 
the  car  passed  a cigar  stand  in  which 
a clock  was  visible. 

Finally  the  conductor  advanced  to- 
ward our  friend,  elbowing  his  way 
right  and  left,  and  calling,  “Fare!” 
with  a voice  that  possessed  absolutely 
no  timidity. 

The  anxious  passenger,  with  his 
right  hand,  fished  into  his  overcoat 
pocket,  expecting  to  pull  out  his  purse, 
but.  to  his  very  apparent  dismay,  he 
* found  nothing.  Then  followed  a rap- 
id search  in  every  one  of  his  twelve  or 
more  pockets;  still  he  found  not  that 
truant  purse.  What  he  did  pull  out, 
proved  to  be  nothing  more  than  a rab- 
ble rout  of  handkerchiefs,  scraps  of 
paper  of  every  description,  three  pairs 
of  spectacles,  a jack-knife,  stubby  pen- 
cils galore,  and  enough  keys  to  fit 
eyerv  door  in  his  house  from  the  cel- 
lar to  the  garret,  and  then  some. 

He  could  stand  the  suspense  no 
longer,  and,  in  a husky  voice,  there 
came,  “Help,  murder,  police,  police! 
I’ve  been  robbed!”  the  conductor  en- 
deavored to  learn  what  had  been  tak- 
en, but  received,  over  and  over  again, 
the  same  reply.  At  this  juncture  our 
friend  began  to  search  the  pockets  of 
those  near  him,  much  to  their  indig- 
nation. 

“Come,  now,  ye  pay  yer  fare  or  git 
off.  I ain’t  got  time  for  monkey-busi- 
ness.” 

“Somebody  stole  my  purse,  I tell 
you,  and  I’ll  have  you  reported.  I have 
your  number.” 

“Why,  what’s  the  matter  with  you?” 
replied  the  conductor.  “Your  purse  is 
in  your  hand.” 


“Oh!  so  it  is,”  faintly  gasped  the 
absent-minded  traveler. 

ARTHUR  McLEAN. 


UNDER  THE  DURIAN  TREE. 

On  the  island  of  Mindinao,  in  the 
Philippines,  was  a large  Durian  tree. 
Young  Lieutenant  Macauley  on  one  of 
bis  exploring  trips  accompanied  by 
an  old  Filipino,  Dato  (chief)  Enoch, 
camped  an  evening  within  sight  of 
this  tree,  several  miles  distant.  Enoch 
told  Lieutenant  Macauley  that  the 
Moros  did  not  know  where  it  came 
from  and  that  it  was  the  only  one  of 
its  kind,  on  the  island.  This  is  a small 
piece  of  its  history; 

A Moro  outlaw,  Dato  Ali,  was  a very 
cruel  and  bad  man.  He  had  many 
wives  and  servants  whom  he  had 
stolen. 

Time  and  again  were  soldiers  sent 
out  to  capture  him  after  one  of  his 
terrible  raids  into  a village,  but  they 
always  returned  unsuccessful. 

The  Filipinos  and  Moros  said  that 
the  charm  which  he  wore  around  his 
neck  kept  him  safe.  It  was  the  figure 
of  a man,  standing  at  the  mouth  of 
a cave  and  carved  out  of  a human 
bone.  It  was  the  only  one  ever  made. 

Some  months  later  Macauley  took 
seven  American  soldiers  and  set  out 
to  capture  Dato  Ali.  As  the  Dato 
would  move  from  place  to  place,  this 
would  be  a hard  task. 

After  a week  or  two’s  hunting,  he 
was  still  unable  to  find  any  trace  of 
Dato  Ali. 

The  day  before  he  went  back  to 
Zamboanga,  lie  made  a visit  to  Dato 
Piang.  They  had  a long  talk  and  at 
last  Macauley  said,  “Where  is  Dato 
Ali?” 

Piang  said  that  he  did  not  know. 
Then  Macauley  said  that  when  he  re- 
turned to  Zamboanga,  General  Wood’s 
first  question  to  him  would  be,  “Where 
is  Ali?'  and  I will  say  that  I do  not 
know.  Where  does  Dato  Piang  say 
that  Ali  is?’  will  be  his  next  question,” 
said  Macauley. 
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Then  Dato  Piang  declared  he  knew 
nothing  about  Dato  Ali,  but  after  much 
persistance  on  Macauley’s  part,  admit- 
ted that  one  of  his  women  had  a herb 
and  that  Dato  Ali  had  sent  for  her  to 
nurse  one  of  his  favorite  wives  who 
was  ill. 

So  the  woman  was  called.  She  said 
that  she  had  been  taken  to  the  lakes, 
blindfolded,  taken  to  Ali’s  camp,  a trip 
of  two  days.  She  said  that  Dato  Ali 
had  built  a large  new  house  and  that 
he  had  about  sixty  men  with  rifles. 
The  house  was  under  a Durian  tree. 

Then  Lieutenant  Macauley  went  to 
Zamboanga  and  from  there  he  took 
eighty  American  soldiers  around  the 
island,  a trip  of  two  weeks. 

When  they  reached  a place  about 
four  or  five  miles  from  where  Ali’s 
camp  was,  they  left  the  boats  and 
went  on  afoot.  It  was  in  the  night- 
time. 

Macauley  took  about  twenty-five 
men  and  old  Enoch  (whose  wife  had 
at  one  time  been  stolen  by  Ali  and 
who  was  eager  for  revenge),  and  went 
ahead. 

.After  marching  several  hours  and  at 
about  day-break,  when  they  could  see 
the  house  and  tree  standing  out  of  the 
tall  grass,  they  saw  approaching  them, 
several  spears,  protruding  out  of  the 
grass!  The  carriers  were  hidden  in 
the  grass. 

Macauley  knew  that  if  they  fired,  it 
would  give  notice  to  Ali,  who  would 
make  his  escape,  so  he  ordered  his 
men  to  lie  flat  down.  When  the  five 
Moros  came  down  the  path,  parting 
the  tall  grass,  they  were  jumped  upon 
and  killed,  without  shooting  or  speak- 
ing on  the  part  of  Maeauley's  men. 

It  was  almost  daylight  when  the 
lieutenant  came  within  several  rods 
of  the  house.  They  discovered  Ali  and 
his  men  sitting  on  the  huge  porch, 
chewing  bettle-nut. 

" With  a rush  Macauley’s  men  were 
firing  upon  the  outlaws.  Ali  ran  into 
the'  house  for  a gun  and  began  shoot- 
ing furiously,  but  before  long  he  was 


shot  in  dozens  of  places,  and  fell 
forward  from  the  porch  on  his  face. 

Macauley  found  old  Enoch,  with  . 
gun,  so  excited  that  he  was  shooting 
right  up  into  the  air.  Macauley  took 
the  gun  away  from  him  and  Enoch, 
with  eyes  on  the  form  of  Ali,  ran  and 
turned  him  over  and  began  shouting, 
“Ali  patei,”  (Alii  is  dead). 

Every  Moro  man  of  Ali’s  household 
>vas  killed.  There  were  eighty  wom- 
en and  children  in  the  house,  of  whom 
inly  a few  were  wounded,  because 
they  had  laid  flat  on  the  floor,  when 
the  fighting  began.  Only  two  of  the 
Americans  were  killed. 

ELLA  BARROWS,  High  7th. 


WANT  ADS. 

Wanted — A remedy  for  giggling.  Ap- 
ply to  Victor  Wells.  , 

Wanted — Help  to  protect  William 
Muldoon  after  court. 

Wanted — Vacation.  By  everybody. 

Wanted — Telephone  connection  in 
the  Latin  room. 

W'anted — A housekeeper  to  take 
care  of  a desk.  Apply  to  Everett  Me- 
Dougal. 

Wanted — By  Harry  Atkin,  a hat  to 
wear  when  it  does  not  rain. 

Wanted — A few  credits  by  Bill  Lan 
sing. 

Wanted — Governesses  to  be  distrib- 
uted among  pupils  of  room  2 as  Mr.  C 
sees  fit 

Wanted — A full-length  mirror  for  the 
girl’s  basement. 

The  teacher  was  showing  for  criti- 
cism some  paintings  of  carrots  done 
by  the  class. 

Little  Girl — “Oh,  Miss  S.,  that  green 
top  looks  just  like  a woman’s  hat.” 

Small  Boy — Yes,  it  does  look  just 
like  a woman.  See  her  shoulders,  and 
she  comes  to  a point.  She  has  a hob- 
ble skirt  on.  ’ 
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Probably  you  know  that  our  '’McKin- 
ley School  Target’  is  one  of  the  few 
and  probably  the  only  High  School 
publication  that  has  no  need  of  adver- 
tisements as  a source  of  support.  This 
is  due  to  the  hearty  support  of  the 
pupils  of  our  school.  The  “Target” 
wishes  to  thank  the  subscribers  who 
have  banished  the  necessity  of  such  a 
source  of  support. 

What  a joy  it  is  to  march  into  our 
schoolrooms  to  such  excellent  music! 
We  owe  this  pleasure  to  our  pianists — 
Daphne  Jewett,  Yuba  Scott,  Rachel 
James,  Iola  Wright,  Gladys  Puter, 
Francis  McDonald,  Alice  Hill,  Dorothy 
Critzer,  Katherine  Woolsey  and  George 
Parrish. 

Owing  to  the  untiring  efforts  of  Miss 
Ellerhorst  and  with  the  co-operation  of 
the  boys  and  girls,  the  chorus  this  term 
has  been  raised  to  an  unusually  high 
standard.  Besides  the  marked  im- 


provement in  singing,  the  good  order 
in  w’hich  the  chairs  are  left  is  note- 
worthy. 

Ding!  Dong!  Bell! 

In  the  door  pell  mell 

They  come,  with  joy  on  every  face 
To  be  in  such  a pleasant  place. 

It  is  true.  Who  does  not  like  to  go 
into  bright,  cheery,  delightful  rooms 
such  as  grace  our  McKinley  School? 
By  the  generous  contributions  of  the 
pupils,  they  have  been  artistically  dec- 
orated with  plants  and  jardiniers. 
Then,  too,  wre  have  such  an  excellent 
collection  of  pictures  and  every  room 
can  boast  of  one  or  more  of  value.  We 
are  certainly  in  the  midst  of  ideal  sur- 
roundings. 

Frank  Fowden  and  Dan  Perkins  ae 
companied  our  chorus  a few  weeks  ago, 
when  “America”  was  sung.  Special 
work  of  this  kind  should  be  encouraged 
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as  it  creates  greater  interest  in  sing- 
ing and  music. 


“Weil  done!”  This  is  to  the  Ninth 
Graders  who  so  successfully  presided 
over  their  candy  sale  on  Friday,  Feb- 
ruary 17th,  the  result  of  which  was 
$38.46.  And  this  may  also  be  applied 
to  those  who  so  willingly  helped  in 
making  and  buying  the  candy. 


The  Goddess  of  Success  was  surely 
present  on  February  24th,  when  the 
eighth  grade  had  their  candy  sale.  It 
was  conducted  under  excellent  manage- 
ment, and  at  the  close  of  the  sale  the 
neat  sum  of  $34.85  had  been  realized. 


mckinley  school  city  elec- 
tions. 

As  usual  our  School  City  is  a great 
success.  The  officers  who  are  forward- 
ing its  advancement  are: 

Girl  Officers: 

Mayor,  Corena  Dougherty;  Judge, 
Miriam  Marks;  Commissioner  of  Law 
and  Order,  Penelope  McEntyre;  Com- 
missioner of  Athletics,  Mildren  Elam. 

Boy  Officers. 

Mayor,  Robert  Chalmers;  Judge. 
Merwyn  McCabe;  Commissioner  of 
Law  and  Order,  Harvey  Hardison; 
Commissioner  of  Athletics,  Donald 
Kieffer. 


HIGH  NINTH  ELECTION. 

At  an  enthusiastic  meeting  of  the 
High  Ninth  Grade  the  officers  for  the 
term  were  elected  and  are: 

President,  Allan  Sproul;  Vice-Pres- 
ident, Lyle  Osborne;  Secretary,  Jean 
Wright;  Treasurer,  Allyn  Wood. 


LOW  NINTH  ELECTION. 

The  pupils  of  the  Low  Ninth  class 
met  on  February  10th  and  elected  their 
officers,  which  are: 

President,  James  Fraser;  Vice-Pres- 
ident, Lawrence  Taylor;  Secretary, 
Katharine  Holmes;  Treasurer,  Elliot 
Ayres. 


FORTIS  MILES  ROMANUS, 

In  exercitu  Caesaris  fortis  miles 
fuit.  Caesar  ad  hostium  exercitum 
virum  mittere  voluit.  Ceteri  milites 
ire  noluerant,  sed,  “Ad  hostium  exer- 
citum,” inquit  unus  vir,  “ibo.”  Turn, 
“Fortis  vir  es.”  inquit  Caesar. 

C'um  miles  ad  hostium  castra  iisset, 
hostes  eum  ceperunt  et  ad  impera- 
torem  duxerunt.  “Occidite  eum,”  in- 
quit imperator.  Cum  Caesar  id  audi- 
visset  iratus  fuit.  Itaque  exercitum 
iter  facere  iussit  ut  Romani  hostes 
occiderent. 

Haec  fabula  non  vera  est. 

GRACE  ALICE  HOLDER. 


THE  ORCHESTRA 

The  orchestra  has  increased  near- 
lytwofold  in  spirit  and  in  numberers 
since  last  term.  Nine  new  nickle-plat- 
ed  stands  are  taking  advantage  of 
Miss  Ellerhorsts  splendid  training  and 
are  always  on  band  in  Wilkin’s  Hall 
promptly  at  12:45  each  Wednesday 
May  they  prove  an  example!  For  the 
stands,  Miss  Ellerhorst,  in  the  name 
of  the  orchestra,  wishes  to  express 
many  thanks  to  the  school.  The  mem- 
mbei's  of  the  orchestra  are:  with  vio- 
lins. Victor  Wells,  Bernard  Guy,  Lau- 
rence Taylor,  Jean  Campbell,  Dorothy 
Scheppelman,  Martha  Sanderson,  He- 
len James,  Alice  Thomas,  Andrew 
Davies,  Kenneth  Arntzen,  Roy  Bate 
man,  Herbert  Phillips,  Ronald  Mac 
Donald,  Gilbert  Macmillan  and  Albert 
Bunker;  with  cellos — Laura  Critten- 
den. Laurinne  Mattern;  at  the  piano — 
Margaret  Miles;  Dan  Perkine  with  the 
clarinet,  and  Frank  Fowden,  with  the 
cornet,  are  practicing  to  combine  with 
the  orchestra  in  rendering  a number  of 
selections. 


Sing  a song  of  algebra 
With  X and  A plus  B, 
How  to  get  it  all  solved  out 
Is  hard  for  us  to  see. 


GIRLS’  ATHLETICS. 

Tennis  has  proved  thus  far  one  of 
the  popular  games  of  the  season,  and 
more  than  forty  girls  have  expressed 
a desire  to  play.  Manager  Puter,  with 
the  assistance  of  Commissioner  Elam, 
has  arranged  a schedule  for  tryouts, 
and  we  hope  soon  to  select  the  teams. 

The  following  girls  will  play  basket- 
ball thus  season:  Elgie  Miller,  Cor- 

inne  Painter,  Leonore  Gilman,  Gene- 
vieve Doughery,  Esther  Squires,  Ethel 
Hofmann,  Sibyl  Willis,  Grace  Mitchell. 
Dorothy  Munro,  Dorothy  Stanley,  Hil- 
dreth Caldwell,  Edith  Hodson,  Edith 
Carlton,  Mildred  Everett,  Helen  Stan- 
ley, Beatrice  Jefferies,  Margaret  Hax- 
ter,  Bessie  Nelson,  Hazel  George. 
Ethel  Hofmann  has  been  chosen  busi- 
ness manager,  Elgie  Miller  as  captain 
of  the  first  team  and  Ethel  Hofmann 
as  the  second  team's  captain. 


Good  work  will  certainly  be  done  by 
our  baseball  enthusiasts.  They  have 
already  done  considerable  practicing, 
in  spite  of  the  rain  and  mud.  Margaret 
McDonald  and  Dorothy  Hagopian  are 
the  captains,  supported  by  Ethel  Hof- 
mann, Madeline  Muldoon,  Margaret 


Edwards,  Laura  Crittenden,  Fern 
Rolph,  Sibyl  Willis,  Edith  Carlton, 
Kathleen  Agnew,  Frieda  Weber,  Grace 
Remnis,  Helen  Egan,  Lois  Baker,  Alma 
Hamilton,  Mary  Hager,  Hilma  Davis, 
Edith  Hudson. 

BOYS’  ATHLETICS. 

Baseball  has  had  the  best  start  this 
term  of  any  of  our  sports,  but  owing 
to  the  weather  little  practice  has  been 
possible.  Manager  Chalmers,  the  tem- 
porary captain,  gives  out  the  following 
names  of  players  composing  the  Mc- 
Kinley school  baseball  team:  John 

Maybeck,  Elton  Prentice,  William  Da- 
vis, Robert  Chalmers,  Earl  Landregan, 
Irving  Nevin,  Leonard  Service,  Ot;s 
Dolan,  with  Merwyn  McCabe  and  Har- 
old Wright  as  substitutes. 


Basketball  has  had  practically  no 
start  on  account  of  the  continued 
rains.  Manager  Schuler,  therefore, 
has  not  been  able  to  announce  his 
team. 


Tennis  tryouts  had  just  been  started 
when  Jupiter  Pluvius  assumed  charge 
of  affairs.  Only  the  two  men  of  the 
first  team  of  singles  were  placed,  Don- 
ald Kieffer  and  Walter  Tweedie. 


THE  TARGET 


Much  enthusiasm  has  been  shown 
this  term  over  handball.  The  boys 
are  delighted  with  the  new  fence,  and 
when  weather  conditions  are  favorable 
there  is  always  a scramble  for  the 
courts. 


THE  MANDOLIN  CLUB. 

The  mandolin  club  is  now  ready  to 
begin  regular  work  once  a week  after 
school  in  Mr.  Leonard’s  office.  Hither 
to  it  has  been  unable  to  meet  as  a 
suitable  place  was  lacking.  Much  in- 
terest has  been  shown,  one  of  the 
members  being  a B.  H.  S.  student. 
Following  are  the  names  of  those  en- 
rolled: John  Samni,  Edward  Osborn, 
Bradley  Williams,  Roy  Kearns,  Orms- 
by  Donough,  Randolf  Nickerson. 


FAMILIAR  SAYINGS. 

“Are  you  still  taking  a vacation?” 
“Oh,  I wish  I had  a camera!” 

“Now  we’ll  see  what  our  friends  at 
the  board  are  doing.” 

“More  speed.” 

“I  don’t  hear  you.” 

“You  couldn’t  know  much  less.” 
“Out  you  go.” 

“Well,  so  much  for  that.” 

“Now,  see  here.” 

“Where  have  you  heard  this  before?” 
“Mr.  C.  is  reciting  beautifully  this 
morning.” 

“Tell  it  to  Gladys.” 

“Thereby  hangs  a tale.” 


Hey  diddle  diddle, 

The  cat  (not  the  fiiddle) 
Was  seen  in  Miss  W's  room. 
The  girls  and  boys  laughed 
To  see  such  sport, 

But  she  ended  it  all  too  soon. 


Allan,  a boy  in  our  school, 

He  was  so  wondrous  wise; 
Although  he  ne’er  obeyed  a rule 
Got  marks  fit  for  all  eyes. 


Wanted — A treasurer  for  Donna 
Wright. 


ROUGH  WEATHER  ON  THE 
PACIFIC. 

It  was  three  days  after  we  had  left 
Honolulu,  when  the  captain  said  that 
we  were  nearing  a typhoon.  Every- 
body on  board  was  excited.  At  night 
the  people  stuffed  pillows  around  them 
to  keep  from  falling  from  their  berths. 
Iron-shutters  were  put  on  the  windows 
and  doors  and  the  ship  bounced  like 
a c ork.  Nobody  was  permitted  on 
deck.  The  next  morning  a Chinaman 
opened  a port-hole  and  forgot  to  close 
it.  That  night  the  water  gushed  in 
and  flooded  the  floor.  We  did  not 
have  breakfast  till  late  next  day  be- 
cause the  Chinamen  had  been  bailing 
cut  the  water  that  morning  since  half- 
past  five.  The  same  night  the  iron 
stairs  bolted  to  the  floor  were  washed 
away.  There  were  racks  on  the  tables 
to  hold  the  dishes  on  all  that  week. 
However,  a few  days  later  it  calmed 
down  and  we  had  fine  summer  weath- 
er. But  we  reached  Yokohama,  glad 
to  get  on  land  again  after  such  a thrill- 
ing experience. 

ALLEN  HARNETT,  Low  7th. 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  A FIRE. 

Standing  in  the  rear  grounds  of  the 
Blind  Asylum,  looking  towards  the 
hills,  I saw  in  front  of  me  one  of  the 
large  rear  buildings  a mass  of  gold  and 
crimson  flames. 

The  flames  shot  up  into  the  sky 
ready  to  lick  up  all  that  came  within 
their  reach. 

In  the  background  were  the  trees 
looking  like  tall  sentinels,  whose 
branches  with  tongues  of  fire,  looked 
weird  against  the  sky,  and  made  one 
see  fantastic  figures. 

In  the  foreground,  were  the  helpless 
blind,  being  led  from  the  burning 
building,  some  calm,  but  awestruck, 
and  others  excited. 

About  this  scene  of  confusion,  rose 
the  beautiful  moon  and  shone 
serenely  down  upon  it. 

REIGHLEY  DETRICK,  High  8th. 


D.  K.  (in  history) — “And  his  feat 
was  rivaled  only  by  Alexander’s  cross- 
ing the  Hindukush.” 

C.  D. — “What  size  shoe  did  he 
wear?” 

V.  W.  (in  history) — “Whenever  the 
Patricians  captured  any  land  they 
gave  it  to  the  Plebs  to  graze  on.” 


H.  S.  (in  stealthy  tone) — “It's  all 
over  the  school!” 

B.  B.  (with  start) — “What  is?” 

H.  S.  (quietly) — “The  roof.” 


Teacher — ‘Who  was  the  god  of  the 
kitchen  and  the  fireside?” 

Sieepy  Pupil — “Pan,  I guess.” 


Seventh  Grader — “Well,  I knowT  that 
iamb  chops  came  from  one  side  of  the 
lamb,  but  where  do  pork  chops  come 
from?” 

Passenger  to  Conductor — “When  are 
you  due  at  the  cemetery?” 

Conductor — “When  I’m  dead.” 


A small  girl,  watching  her  father 
kill  a fly:  “Now  he’ll  be  dead  the 

rest  of  his  life.” 


Miss  C. — “Who  invaded  Spain  in 
711?” 

B.  G. — “A  flock  of  Moors.” 


Miss  C. — “Was  the  ‘Cockle  Queen’ 
popular  in  spite  of  her  lack  of  beauty?” 
V.  v. — “Certainly;  she  had  five  hus- 
bands tnd  a half.  The  half  was  a 
young  dragon  (dragoon)  who  died  in 
courtship.” 


Bad  Boy — “I  know  what's  the  mat- 
ter— you  break  too  many  sticks  on 
me.” 

Father — “True,  I should  take  thicker 
ones.” 

“Did  you  ever  see  a Berkeley  High- 
Binder  ?” 

“No;  what?” 

“Why,  every  pupil  in  the  High  School 
is  supposed  to  have  one.” 


Will  Harold  Wright?  I don’t  know; 
but  Allyn  WTood. 


Notice!  The  “Target”  staff  recom- 
mend a lawn  mower  and  a pair  of 
shears  for  Lloyd  Khun’s  flowing  pom- 
padour. 


THE  TARGET 

G.  B.  (telling  of  a trip  into  the  See-saw — oh  what  a bore 
country) — “Coming  home  I walked  two  Algebra  is  to  master! 
miles  and  a half  with  papa  and  anoth-  Soon  we  shall  have  but  a problem  a day 
er  girl.  Because  we  can’t  work  any  faster. 


Small  girl  (having  been  told  that 
she  resembled  her  father) — “Poor  me! 
“Oh,  no,  excuse  me!  I mean  poor 
papa!” 


At  the  close  of  the  service  in  a small 
country  church  the  preacher  was  mak- 
ing a plea,  in  an  excited,  high-pitched 
voice,  for  a good  congregation  on  the 
following  Sabbath.  “Every  last  one 
o’  ye  ought  to  be  here  next  Sunday 
to  hear  that  righteous  man,  Reverend 
Mr.  Dae.”  Then  he  quieted  and  an- 
nounced, “The  closing  hymn  is  No.  23, 
‘That  Awful  Day  Will  Surely  Come.’  ” 


Billy  Jordan,  afour-year-old,  was 
present  when  a patient  addressed  his 
father  as  “Dr.  Jordan.”  Later,  when 
asked  by  a visitor  what  his  name  was, 
he  replied,  “Billy  Doctor  Jordan.” 


Mr.  S. — “How  do  you  know  that  the 
ancient  Greeks  were  dark  complex* 
ioned?” 

R.  Y. — “By  their  bones.” 


A four-year-old,  seeing  a horse  with 
braided  tail  after  a heavy  rain,  in 
quired  if  it  v/as  a Chinese  horse. 


Mr.  C. — “Did  the  East  ever  become 
Roman?” 

C.  M. — “No,  it  became  Latin.” 


E.  C. — “Some  of  the  revelers  danced 
castanets.” 


Grandpa  had  been  teasing  the  little 
girl,  when  she  burst  out,  “Grandpa, 
you’re  an  idiot!”  Mother  insisted  on 
an  apology,  so  the  child,  sobbing,  said. 
“Grandpa,  I’m  sorry  you  are  an  idiot!" 


Heard  in  Mythology  Class — Her 
tongue  cleaved  to  her  roof.” 


Four  school  girls! 

See  how  they  run! 

They  all  ran  after  the  tennis  net, 

To  get  first  chance  in  playing  a set. 
Oh,  what  fun  they  had  when  they  met’ 
These  four  school  girls, 


Franky  had  a little  watch. 

He  took  it  to  the  “gym.” 

He  dropped  it  hard  upon  the  floor, 
Now  it  won’t  run  for  him. 


Miss  S.  (to  class) — “Now,  children, 
if  we  were  to  stage  Canto  V,  what 
would  you  see  when  the  curtain  went 
up?” 

H.  M.  (wakened  by  Miss  S.’s  voice) 
— “Scenery.” 


Jerry  was  such  a lazy  fellow  that 
he  got  up  one  morning  at  5 o’clock 
so  that  he  could  have  a longer  day  to 
loaf. 


Mr.  C. — “Left  your  book  at  home 
again?  You  ought  to  have  a gover- 
ness!” 

D.  R. — “I  have  two  already.” 


Wanted — Someone  to  catch  “ones” 
from  Miss  Weymouth. 


A little  girl  in  the  First  Grade  was 
asked  one  day  what  she  liked  best  at 
school.  She  replied  that  she  liked  best 
to  have  the  teacher  read  fairy  stories 
from  a book  by  Hans  Christianscience. 


How  do  we  know  that  Caesar  want- 
ed to  marry  an  Irish  girl?  Because 
when  he  came  to  a certain  river  he 
proposed  to  bridge  it  (Bridget). 


Mr.  C.  (in  Latin) — “What  kind  of 
a woman  is  this?” 

Pupil — “A  feminine  one.” 


THE  TARGET 


Gladys  met  a gobbling  goat 
A-going  down  a gutter. 

Said  Gladys  to  the  gobbling  goat, 
“Please  let  me  have  your  butt-er.’’ 
Said  the  gobbling  goat  to  Gladys, 
‘Pray,  don’t  gossip  news  or  grumble 
If  you  should  grab  my  gooey  grease 
You'd  be  sure  to  slip  and  tumble.” 


Teacher — “You  can  never  use  ‘sing’ 
as  a noun  in  a sentence.” 

Wide-Awake  Pupil — "Yes,  I can. 
Sing  went  from  China  to  fight  the  Jap- 
anese.” 


Miss  S. — “My  son,  tend  to  your  own 
affairs.” 

H. — “Im  not  your  son.” 


Miss  K “I  thought  I told  you  not  to 
talk,  Hugh.” 

Hugh — “It  wasn’t  my  fault  you 
caught  me.  I thought  you  were  out 
of  the  room.” 


The  Romans  were  not  considered 
fashionable  unless  they  had  a “smat- 
tering” of  Greece. 


Big  Sister — “I  wish  I weren’t  so  tall.' 
Small  Girl — “Go  to  the  cook  and  ask 
for  some  shortening.” 


When  you  play  baseball,  noise  is 
not  necessary,  but  when  you  play  ten- 
nis, you  have  to  raise  a racket. 


Bow-wow-wow ! 

Whose  dog  art  thou? 

Little  Jeanie  Hoeck’s  dog. 
Bow-wow-wow. 


I shot  an  arrow  into  the  air, 

It  fell  to  earth,  I know  not  where, 
But  a man  wrhose  hen  it  chanced  to 
kill, 

Came  in  next  day  and  I paid  the  bill. 


E.  K.  H.  (reciting  in  English) — “La 
Nina  had  blue  hair — Oh.  no,  I didn't 
mean  to  make  her  a freak  of  nature.” 


DAYS  TO  BE  REMEMBERED. 

January  13th — A cat  shows  its  good 
judgment  by  sleeping  in  Miss  W’ebb's 
waste-paper  basket. 

P’ebruary  10th — Ruth  Sheldon  hands 
in  her  History  Outline  on  time. 

February  14th — “An  undignified  race 
for  dinner”  when  George  Ward  is  seen 
pursuing  a turkey  on  a Berkeley  high- 
way with  a big  stick. 

February  20th — “Blue  Monday."  Coin 
learns  nis  history  lesson  with  Mr.  Co- 
bert’s  aid. 

February  24th — Burt  Howard  aviates 
from  Wilkins  Hall. 

February  24th — Girvin  Wait  ceases 
to  wiggle,  for  one  precious  moment,  at 
the  sight  of  his  name  on  the  Honor 
Roll. 

February  27th — George  Davis  gets 
extensions  to  his  trousers. 

...March  1st — Possibilities  that  Victor 
Wells  has  turned  over  a new  leaf — he 
answered  a question  “write”  today. 

March  1st — Wellington  Switzer  ap- 
pears with  a pompadour  and  a knowl- 
edge of  that  day’s  history. 

March  2nd — Mr.  S.  again  resumed 
his  playing  with  an  elastic  during  his- 
tory class,  after  an  intermission  of  two 
days. 

March  8th — Allyn  Wood  appears  at 
school  with  a hunting  knife  with  which 
which  to  play  the  part  of  a knight  of 
old. 


Miss  C. — What  are  genii? 
D.  M. — Fairy-like  giants. 


Mr.  C.  (to  High  Ninth  Grade)— What 
is  a pirate? 

A.  D. — A bold,  bad  man. 


Question — Why  did  the  salt  shake- 
her? 

Answer — Because  he  saw  the  lemon 
squeeze-her  and  the  spoon  hold-her. 

Too  late  to  classify:  Just  as  the 

Target  is  going  to  press  the  important 
discovery  is  made  that  Wallace  Mc- 
Afee has  long  trousers. 
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